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POETRY: .-/ Magazine of Verse 

Wistfully watching from a hill 
The unmarred sky. 

And the great trees bowed in their gold and red 
Till my heart caught flame; 

And my soul, that I thought was crushed or dead, 
Uttered a name. 

I hadn't called the name of God 
For a long time; 

But it stirred in me as the seed in sod, 
Or a broken rhyme. 

A SONG FOR VANISHED BEAUTY 

The house is desolate and bare — 
So long ago young Honora left 
Her quiet chair! 

Through the rose-bordered gardens, reft 
Of all her pretty, tender care — 
The silent hall, the lonely stair — 

No one can see her anywhere. 

Here is her shawl, her fan, her book — 

She is not there. 

No one remembers her bright hair, 

Or how she looked, or when Death came. 

Few can recall her name. 
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Where shall we turn to hope or look 
For beauty vanished like an air? — 
In what forgotten tomb or nook? 

AN OLD TALE 

What shall we say of her, 

Who went the path we knew of? She is dead — 

What shall we say of her? 

Men who are very old 

Still speak of her. They say 

That she was far too beautiful; they say 

Her beauty wrought her ruin. But they 

Are very old. 

The old wives break their threads, they shake their 

heads. 
They shake their heads when men will speak of her; 
They say she was too beautiful. 

I must not think of her, I must 
Not speak of her! My mother says 
One should not think of her. 

She went the path we knew of; she is dead. 
They say few knew her truly while she lived, 
Though men will speak of her. 

It really does not matter she is dead. 

One need not think of her, although one night 
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